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^* Mr. Harding does not claim too much credit in calling his 
translations from the best poets in various languages 'exact/ 
It has given us real pleasure to look through his little collection 
of studies, and compare his renderings with the originals, which 
he has considerately placed on the opposite pages. His English 
is elegant, clear, and rhythmical, and we leave the perusal- 
with regret that his powers have not been devoted to 
the completion of something beyond mere models. Neither 
Homer, Virgil, nor Dante seems beyond \imL" ^^Westmimter 
Review, October, 1868. 
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ALSO 

A FEW ORIGINAL PIECES. 



PEEFACE. 

In a new and entirely revised Edition of my 
Little Volume, I have corrected some misprints 
which a great " Review," somewhat unspaiingly, 
called my attention to. 

In reference, however, to a criticism which appeared 
in another highly-important newspaper and "Review," 
twitting me with ignorance of the Spanish language, 
in and for that I rendered the word liumtrioso by 
the English adjective luxyH(yu8, I beg to assert, not- 
withstanding, that the latter epithet may be correctly 
applied, whether it be to the gastronomic propensities 
of an Alderman, or to the Anacreon-like career of a 
" Lovelace " or " Don Juan." I may further observe 



Xll PREFACE. 

that I found (as stated) the epigram or epitaph in the 
"Curiosities of Literature." The Spanish word 
quoted by the celebrated author of that compilation 
is written ^^ lv>ocurio8o" and not ^^lujwrioso." More- 
over, in the late Premier's very excellent 
edition of his father's works, luxurioso is translated 
" luxurioiis." I venture, therefore, to entirely justify 
Mr. Disraeli's and my own rendering, the more so 
as I have very carefully examined the Spanish and 
English authorities bearing thereon. 

Apart from the Translations of some great " Ori- 
ginal Gems," I publish a few metrical pieces from my 
own pen, and I submit them somewhat diffidently : — 

"ArBITRIO POPULARIS AUR.E." 



London, Junti 1869. 
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THE SONG OF A BELL 

(SCHILLEB.) 

[the CH&I8T£MIX0~TUB WEDDING — THE WIFE'S DEATH- 
IN8U&RECTI0N — PEKOEATION.] 

** Vivos voco. Mortuos plango. Fulgora frango,** 

" Den mit der Freude Feierklange 
Begriisst sie das geliebte Kind," &c. 

* ♦ * * * « * 



fTHHEK with the festive peal of joy, 

It greets the cherished child 
Cominencing Life's first round of Life 

In Sleep's soft arms beguiled ; 
Entombed Fate's sad and happy lots 

Lurk in the womb of time ; 
A tender mother's cares watch o'er 

That golden matin-prime : — 

B 



And years glide by, 

As an*ows fly : — 
Boldly away the boy in pride 
Leavetb awhile the maiden's side ; — 
Afironts of Life the stormy strifej 

Pilgrims the world with staff" in hand ; 
Returns he to Life's inner Life, 

To Father's-house and Father-land. 
In all the lustrous pride of youth, 

A vision as from high 
Views he the chastely-flushing cheeks 

Of maiden standing nigh ! 
And then an undefined desire 
Setteth his youthful soul on fire : ' 
He roams alone : tears dim his eyes. 
He all his fellows' pastimes flies ; 
He tracks her blushing all the while, 
Made happy — if she only smile ! 
He seeks the beauties of each field 
An ott''ring to her Love to yield ; 



Oh tender lingering hopes that move 
The golden time of man's first love : — 
His eyes behold the heav'ns open'd, 

His heart is bath'd in joy supreme ; 
Oh that for aye would greenly bide 

Young Love's, aJas ! too fleeting dream ! 



So LET HIM prove who weds for life, 
That heai-t mates heaii; to meet Life's strife, 
Th' illusion is a ti^ansient phase, 
Repentance broods o'er lengthen'd days. 
Ah, passing fair, in the maiden's hair, 

The bridal chaplet-crown doth bloom ; 
And with merry swell, the clear church-bell. 

To wedding-feast invites the groom. 
Woe that Life's most sunny joy-dawn . 

Ends, as ends the life of May ; 
Woe ! with the veil, — ^woe \ with the gii*dle, 
All, all th* illusion *s rent away. 
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The passion but flieth, - 

True love doth remain ; 
The blossom but dieth 

The fruit to sustain : 
The man miist away, 
When Cometh the day, 

To the Battle of Life :— 
Must struggle and strive, 
And plant and contrive. 
Must plan and obtain,— 
By ventiuing gain 

The spoils of Life's strife. 



* * * 



From the dome 

ToUeth the Bell, 
Heavy and gloomy 
A fun'ral knell ; — 
Seems bringing that sad booming sway, 
A wanderer on his long last way. 
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Ah. ! it is the jclai'ling house-wife, 
Ah ! the mother's faithful charms, 

Whom the sable King of Shadows 
Wresteth from her husband's arms : 

From yon group of tender children, 
Whom to him she blooming bare, — 

View'd growing on her tinithful heart-home 
'Neath a mother's mindful care. 

Ah ! Home's tender ties divided 
Sever'd — sunder'd evennore, 

Dwelleth in the Land of Shadows 
She — mother of the house — before. 

Now her inile — all Love — is over. 
Now her heart-cares watch no more, — 

And an all unloving stranger. 
The oi*phan'd homestead lords its o'er ! 



* * 



Hear ye now the ringing cry, 
Freedom and Equality ! 
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The peaceful burgher in his hand, 
Grasps in hot haste the ready brand, 
Whilst halls and streets collect a throng 
Of murderous miscreants whirled along. 
And Women once — Hyaenas grown — 
Make mockery of each mortal moan ; 
Fiercer than panther's fangs to slay, 
They tear foe's quivering heart away. 
The sacred rule of awe is o'er ; 
The holy sanctifies no more : 
Evil of good usurps the reign. 
And evil spirits range again. 

Dread it is to wake the lion ; 
Ah, terrible the tiger's tooth ; 
But 'tis Horror's Hell of Horror, 
When men's illusions war with truth ! 
Woe worth the man, whose erring mind 
Holds forth heav'n's torchlight to the blind; 
The flickering ray no radiance yields. 
But cities bum 'mid smoking fields. 
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And thia for aye the Bell's vocation ; 

For this the: Master gave creation, 

High Tbove the nether Life of earth, 

It claims near heaven's blue vault a berth 

In skies where neighbouring thunders peal, 

And starry worlds adjacent wheel. 

Yes ! it shall tell its tale on high, 

*Mid yon bright host that gems the sky, — 

Praising the Makeb of the sphere — 

Leading along the crownM year ! 

Sole utt'rance its clear mouth shall sound 

Th* eternal, earnest truth around ; 

And hourly, as the hours shall chime, 

Its touch shall touch the wings of time ; 

Heartless itself, the Bell shall be 

Th' Interpreter of Destiny ; 

And ever with its booming tone 

Make every change of Life its own. 
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And may the sounding strokes you hear,- 
Yet while they vibrate on the ear, 
This moral point — ^tjat noftlng jJtagetJ, 
33ttt all of mortal Uxti t^etaset^ ! 



THE HADES OF VIRGIL. 

** Ibant obscuri sola sub nocte per umbram, 
Ferque domos Ditis yacuas, et inania regna," &c. 

JEneid VI., 268. 

/ 

They passed alone, and screened by night's dun pall, 

Through Pluto's halls and regions vacant all ; — 

Blind as the track amid the woods by night 

Beneath the treacherous moonbeams' doubtful light, 

When Jove obscui'es the heav'n's high arch in shade, 

And darkness deep discolours all the glade. 

Befoi*e the porch, within the jaws of Hell, 

The shades of vengeful Cares and Sorrows dwell ; 

And pale Diseases, sorrowful Old Age, 

And Fear — ill-prompting Hunger — Want's vile 

rage;— 
Dread Forms to see, and Death and Labour there. 
And Sleep, Death's kinsman, with base Lusts that 

were. 
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Lo ! deadly Battle near the opening door, 
The Furies' iron couches stretched before ; 
Lo ! madd'ning Discord writhing on the ground, 
Her gory locks with reptile fillets crowned. 
(High in the midst rears an old ELM's-tree pride : 
Perched on its branches Dreams, they say, reside.) 
By divers monsters was the gaze appalled : — 
Hei^ biformed ScYLLiE, there dread Centaurs 

sprawled ; 
Briareus, too, the hundred-armed — ^and shrill, 
The beast of Lerna hissed forth horror still : — 
Tliere the Chimera belching living flame, 
Grim Geryox here, — ^there Harpies, Gorgons came. 
Fear-seized -^neas graspeth in his hand 
His naked sword to bid all comers stand ; ^ 

But that his guide explained these were mere shapes, 
Roaming in guise that mortal presence apes, 
He would have rushed and idly smote the air. 
And tried to slay those shadows stalking there ! 



11 

This route Tartakian leads to Ach'ron's wave, 
Where furious eddies in a Maelstrom rave, 
And whirling storm-blasts scatter mire and sand 
Upon CocYTUS and Cocytus' strand. 
Charon, the oarsman, fierce in filth appears. 
Swiftly his boat across the stream he steers ; 
Adown his chin in hoary whiteness flows 
A beard immense : like flame each eye-ball glows.* 
His shoulders broad with squalid garb are draped, 
By sails and pole the boat's dark course is shaped. 
Godlike, tho' old, he braves the brunt of years : — 
Off in that skiff those shadowy souls he bears ! 

To this fell marge rushed ever all the train 
Of mothers, men, and shades of heroes slain, 
And youths, and damsels in their maiden piime, — 
And sons on pyres consumed before theii' fathers* time ! 

Dense as in Autumn-tide the leaves are shed ; 
Dense as the feathered flights through space are spread 

♦ So Dante r—" Con occlu di bragia.'*—L' Inferno, Canto iii. 
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'Bove the wide wave when frigid winter lowers, 
And birds must migrate to far fields of flowers ; 
So stood these suing for prompt passage o'er, 
With outstretched hands towards yon desired shore 
Now these, now those, trist Charon takes in hand ;- 
The rest afar he scareth from the strand. 
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PHILIP OF SPAIN. 

•* Curiosities of Litbratube.'* Vol. i., p. 470. 

"After Philip's death a Spanish Grandee wrote 
with a coal on the chimney-piece of his chamber the 
following epitaph, which ingeniously paints his cha- 
i-acter in four veraes :" — 



Siendo mo^o luxurioso ; * 
Siendo hombre, fue cruel ; 
Siendo viejo, codicioso : 
Que se puede esperar del ? 

May I offer this rendering : — 

In youth luxurioiis, cruel as a man, 
In age a miser : hope for what you can. 

♦ See Preface. 
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RITTER TOGGENBURG. 

" RiTTER, treue Schwesterliebe 

" Widmet euch dies Herz ; 
" Fordert keine andre Liebe, 

" Denn es macht mir Schmerz. 
" Ruhig mag ich euch erscheinen, 

" Ruhig gehen sehn. 
" Eurer Augen stilles Weinen 

" Kann ich nicht verstehn." 



Und er hoi-t's mit stummem Harme, 

Reiszt sich blutend los, 
Presst sie heftig in die Anne, 

Schwingt sich auf sein Ross, 
Schickt zu seinen Mannen alien 

In dem Lande Schweiz ; 
Nach dem heil'gen Grab sie wallen, 

Auf der Brust das Kreuz. 
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THE KNIGHT OF TOGGENBURGHJ 

" Sir Knight, this heart of mine accords 

A sister s love to thee ; 
But ask me for no other love — 

To ask such paineth me : — 
Calmly can I behold you come, 

Calmly behold you go ; 
What mean those weeping eyes of thine 

Mine heart doth never know." 



He hears ; and, with a mute despair, 

Soul-bleeding off doth speed : 
He fondly clasped her in his arms, 

Then vaulted on his steed. 
He gath'reth all his gallant band. 

Through Switzerland at rest : 
They pilgrim to the Holy Grave, 

The Cross upon each breast. 

♦ This translation (entirely revised) has been published in the 
Mound Table, America. 
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Gix)6se Thaten dort geschehen 
Durch der Helden Arm ; 

Ihres Helmes BUsche wehen 
In der Feinde Schwann ; 

Und des Toggenbnrgers Name 
Sclireckt den Mnselmann ; 

Doch das Herz von seinem Grame 



Nicht genesen kann. 



Und ein Jahr hat er's getragen, 

Tragi's nicLt langer mehr ; 
Rulie kann er nicht erjagen, 

Und verlasst das Heer ; 
Sielit ein Schiff an Joppes Strande, 

Das die Segel blaht, 
SchifFet Leim zum theuren Lande, 

Wo ilir AtLem weht. 



Und an ihres Schlosses Pforte 
Klopft der Pilger an ; 
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And glorious feats were there achieved 

By each heroic arm : 
Their flowing plume-crests ever wave 

Where foes the thickest swarm ; 
And the dread name of Toggenburgh 

Afi&ights the Muslimim,* 
But sorrow harbours in his heart, 

And nothing sootheth hiro. 

A weary year he there endured, 

But can endure no more ; • 
He seeks for calm, but seeks in vain, 

So leaves the host and shore : 
He hails a ship on Joppa*s strand — 

Her flowing sails are set ; 
He ships him to the much-loved land 

Her breath doth perfume yet. 

And then again the pilgrim at 

Her Castle-threshold knocks ; 

* Moslem, sing., Mussulman dual, Muslimim plur. Arab. 
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Ach, und mit dem Donnerworte 

Wird sie aufgethan : 
" Die ihr suchet, tragt den Schleier, 

" 1st des Himmels Braut, 
*' Gestem war des Tages Feier, 

" Der sie Gott getraut." 



Da verlasset er auf immer 

Seiner Vater Schloss, 
Seine Waffen sieLt er nimmer, 

Noch sein treues Ross. 
Von der Toggenburg hemieder 

Steigt er unbekannt, 
Denn es deckt die edeln Glieder 

Harenes G^wand. 



Und erbaut sich eine Hutte 

Jener G^gend nah, 
Wo das Kloster aus der Mitte 

Diistrer Linden sah ; 
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They open — ah ! what thunder-word 
Th' astounded warrior shocks ; — 

" She whom you seek hath ta'en the veil, 
And bride become of Heav'n ; 

By yesterday's solemnity 
She to her God was given." 

Then quitted he for evermore 

His father's Castle-view, 
Nor e'er again his armour wore, 

Nor reined his war-horse true : — 
Down, down the glade from Toggenburgh 

He wand'reth all unknown, 
For round his noble limbs, for life. 

Monk's hairy garb is thrown. 

And then a little hut he built 

That spot secluded near, 
Whence peeping 'mid the Linden-trees 

Her convent walls uprear. 

2 
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Harreud von des Morgens Lidite 

Bis zu Abends Schein, 
StiUe Hoffiiimg im Gesichte, 

Sass er da allein. 



Blickte nach dem Kloster druben, 

Blickte stiindenlang 
Nach dem Fenster seiner Lieben, 

Bis das Fenster klang, 
Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich ins Thai herunter neigte, 

Ruhig, engelmild. 

Und dann legt' er froh sich nieder, 

Schlief getrostet ein, 
Still sich freuend, wenn es wieder 

Morgen wtirde sein. 
Und so sass er viele Tage, 

Sass viel Jahre lang, 
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There tarried he from morning dawn 

Till evening's twilight fell, 
Calm hope lit up his lineaments,— 

Lit up his lonely cell. 

Inclined towards yonder convent pile 

Grazed he whole hours aroimd, — 
Grazed till the window of his Love 

When opening gave a sound : — 
Till there her form belovM showed, 

Till there the image dear 
Would calmly look adown the dale. 

As angels-mild appear. 

Then joyfully he laid him down. 
Consoled he closed his eyes. 

Still glad when mom's recurring blush 
Illum'd the pallid skies. 

And so sat he for many a day, — 
And many a year-course ran 
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Harrend ohne Schmerz und Klage, 
Bis das Fenster klang. 

Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich ins Thai herunter neigte, 

Kuhig, engelnnld. 
Und so sass er, eine Leiche, 

Eines Morgens da ; 
Nach dem Fenster noch das bleiche 

Stille Antlitz sah. 
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Waiting complaintless, without grief, 
That op'ning window's clang : — 

Till there her form belovM showed, 

Till there the image dear ' 
Would calmly look adown the dale, • 

As angels-mild appear : — 
And thus one morning dawn a corse 

Sat by the window-sill ; 
But towards her window yet were turned 

Those features pale and still. 
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IN THE WOODS : A LIFE'S DREAMLAND. 

" Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita 
Mi ritrovai per una selva oscura, 
Che la diritta via era smarrita."— Dante. 

(AvJd Lang Syne.) 

We wandered long, a darksome wood within, 
Lost, wandering widely from the beaten trail. 
Bright o'er the skies shone forth the glorious sun, 
The " Lord of Light," proud master-work of heav'n. 
The day was gorgeous in its loveliness, 
And Nature smiled as Bride upon her tjroom : — 
The humid verdure of the glistening grass, 
The soft-hued petals of spring's budding bow'rs— 1 
The virgin glories of her vernal flow'rs ; J 

The fragrant frankincense of od'rous scents ; 
The scarlet blush upon the robin's breast ; 
The spotted plumage of the thrush's throat ; 
The mellow glory of the black-bird's bill ; 
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The callow cov'ring of Ids ofispring's wing ; 
The caw of home-returning rooks ; the notes 
Of Doves that coo song-homaging their mates ; 
The ambling bound of fleet and timid hare ; 
The stealthy onslaught of the prowling fox ; 
The slimy gliding of the subtle snake ; 
The life of insects, and the bubbling brook ; 
The Zephyr's music ; — ^poetry of trees, 
And distant thunders of the rolling wave ; 
The silly cuckoo's soft tautology ; 
The sounding strokes of ruthless woodman's axe ; 
The gruff'-toned voices of our village-sires 
Who wend them homewards at the vesper-bell ; 

By border belt-lands, and by blackthorn-bounds, 
Loud-loVing kine with lambkin's feeble bleat ; 
The plaintive lays of early nightingales 
That pipe their sorrows to the twinkling stars 
Awaking music while the world 's asleep ; 
The croak of firogs ; the squirrel's nimble spring ; 



26 

The flutt'ring flight of down-clad butterfly ; 
The stag that boundeth in his antlered pride ; 
The gaudy Iris 'neath the pheasant's wing ; 
The whirr of partridge, — ^watch-note of the snipe ; 
"Full cry" of hounds, the huntsman's clear-voiced horn ; 
The headlong gallop of the " first-flight " few, 
Who, with Camilla, see the dance of deaths 
And " broken " fox beneath those crimson fleuigs ! 
The Cloud-Isle-Twilight flickering o'er the fields : 
The setting sun-rays of the western wave 
Seen thence to shimmer o'er the Summer seas ; 
The flakes of snow that drape those stately elms, 
And humbler patches of the undergrowth. 

These things belong to woods : I 've noted them, 

But once T noted nothing, for we passed 

Hand linked in hand — crazed, — drunk at heart, and 

slow, 
Sighing the priceless monodies of Love : — 
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And much I. pondered that long sleepless night,— 

But at the flushing of the roseate mom 

I sallied from my chamber, and I wrote 

This lay of love unto my " Mistress' Eyebrow " : — 

" I have told you I adore thee. 

And you knew my words were sooth ; 

Ah ! thy lover knelt before thee, 

Feeling, too, thy words were truth ; 
Ah ! I pressed thee : ah ! I proved thee, — 

Pressed thee 'gainst my beating heart ; 

Knowing well you well beloved me, — 

Sighed I, shall we can we part ? 

" Hence our mutual heart-pulse urges, 
Hence Hope's Home we yet may gain 

Past th' advancing Ocean surges 
Rolling from the western main ; 

There may we in light of love-beams 
Drain the dew of mutual sighs. 
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Till th* illusion of those dove-dreams 
Dying — ^like the dolphin dies. 

"There may we in nuptial-tether 

Bask us in the blushing mom, 
Passing suns and moons together, — 

Blessing birth-days we were bom. 
What reck we of war's red slaughter 1 

What reck we of time or tide, 
So that o'er Life's broken water 

Securely may our galley glide ? 

" Yet maiden mine, so all confiding, — 

Why wander from our tents so far ? 
Why traverse ocean-waves dividing 

Southern bliss from Polar star ? 
Mentano opes her nestling bowers, 

Biarritz boasts her bright blue wave. 
Fair Nice is prodigal of flowers : — 

Yours, — fondly constant to the grave.** 
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Distant that glorious dream : the touch of time 
Thill's snowy honomB round the Poet's brow : — 
E'en swans on waters he once fished, look old.* 
My frame grows weaker, but my brain more clear ; 
Aye, thoughts like winged battalions muster round ;- 
Aye ! I can pilgrim o'er the tide of time, 
Wake at the clangour of heroic fight, — 
Weep with Achilles at Patroclus' fall — t 
Thou " blind old Man of Ohio's rocky Isle." 

* The Thames at Hampton Court. 

t Ol ^ tog oiv aiov ona xoXjccov AiaKidaoy^ 
Udffw 6piv9ti OviUq' drdp KaXKiTptxiC 'iiriroi 
"A^f ox^a Tp6ifiov* offffovTO yap dXyta Ovjup. 
*TLvioxoi S* iKirXtiyiv, lirei idov aKdfiaTOv nvp 
Ativov vvkp Ki^aXfic fiiyaOvfiov ILtiXtibtvog 
Aaiofjttpov* rb dk dale 9td yXavKwinc *AOiivfj. 
Tplg fikv virkp rd^pov fJttydX* iax£ Sloq 'AxiKXtic 
Tpie dk Kvini9fj(rav TpSnQ kXhtoi t^ kviKOvpot. 
** l^vOa Sk Kai r6r oXovro dviadeiea ^ioTtc dpiQTOi 
'AfJt^i v^oXq 6x^i(r(n Kai iyxi<nv' airdp 'A^atot 
'AavafJiiaQ UdrponXov vir* U fiiXkiov ipvvavrtQ, 
KdrOetrav iv Xtx^eaai* ^iXoi S* dn^kcrav kraipoi 
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Again, aroused as tho' by Wizard's wand, 
I view those ghosts 'neath Erebus arise— 
Brides — youths, — old age — ^with life-long toils borne 

down, 
And tender virgins with new woes distraught ; — 
These stalk the trench around : unearthly shouts 
Of demons pealed, clam'rous were all to slake 
Their thirst, and quaff libations of black blood 
What time Ulysses flashed his naked blade. 
And sternly kept the horrid shades at bay !* 

Mvpofievoc furd dk atpi voddjKtic liirtT* 'AxiXXtdf 
AoLKpva OipfiA xloii/, kirel eto-i^e iriarbv eraXpov 
Keifitvov Iv i^kpTptfi, dtddiyfuvov 6^si %aXic^* 
Tov p* i^Toi fikv iTTtfiwe ff{fv 'ivfroiaiv Kal oxcff^ti^ 
'Eg TrSXeftov, oiS* avrtg kSs^fiTO voffrfiffavTa, 

"IHad/*XTui.,246. 

* p'u ^ alfia KeXaivupkc* ai S* dykpovro 
^vx^l vire^ 'EpBpevg veKvtav KarareOvriiOTutv, 
pivfi^ai T* ^iOeoi re, TroXvrXijroi re ykpovTt9, 
TlapOevucai r* araXal veowevOsa Ovfibv ix^^^^h 
TloWol d* ovrdfitvot x^^i^flp^^^v iyxftyctv, 
*'Avdpt9 dptit^aroi PePporutfUva rev^s* «x®^"C* 
Oi iroXXot TTcpi poOpov l^poirwv dWoOev dWog 
6e<T«r€(Tty ««xy* ifi^ Si x^^P^^ ^^®C VP^**] 
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I 've read hovr Viigil — 'tis the old, old stoiy — ' 

I 

Sang Dido's * deadly passion, and of Styx, 
And of grim Charon ferryman thereof ; 
How Dante — here again, the old, old story — 
Wept fair Francesca's fate and fall, and how 
His horned demons in L'Inferko laid 
TJnpitying on the scorpion strokes amain :— 
What time in female guise Hell's Furies raved, 
Serpents' surroundings serving .them for hair ! 

A^ ror* tTreiO* IrapoKTiv ivorpvvac iKsKivtra 

Aeipavrac KaTOKfjat, kirtv^aaOat dk OeoXffiv, 
'I^9ifi(fi. r* *Atdy cat ^iratvy Uepae^oveiy 
Aifrbg dk ^itpog 6^d Ipvffffdnevog irapcL firipov 
'^"Hfiiju, oifd* eiiov veKVfav afiivrjvcL Kapijva 
A'inarog aatrov ifiev Trpiv Teipetriao TrvOktrOai, 

"Odyssey,"xi., 36— 60. 

* Speluncam Dido, &c., 

Again: — 

Conscendit ftiribunda rogos, ensemque recludit 
Dardanium, non hos qusesitum munus in usue. 

Once more : — 

Ipse ratem cento subigit, velisque ministrat, 

Et femiginea subvectat corpora cymba, 

Jam senior ; sed cruda deo -viridisque senectus. 
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How melting Tasso * drew the nightingale, 

When cruel hands had filched his callow sons ; 

How in those wondrous Comedies Divine 

Old Virgil led,t and Beatrice J wept ; 

How Ugolino§ saw small- Anselm die 

Of famishment ; and how three brothers more 

Succumbed unto starvation, when the sire, 

Subdued by hunger, tore his children's clay I 

How mocking Martial || scoffed patrician Rome, 

And Rome's worst husbands, and her worst of wives ; 

How comely Petrarchlf pined for Laura's love. 

Painting his passion on the walls of time ; 

* Come usignuol cui'l villan duro invole 3 

Dal nido i figli non pennuti ancora, &c. 

** La Obbusalemme Libebata," Canto zii. 92 
t " L'Infemo," Canted i. 

X Furgat. XXX. — The Italian scanning is observed. 
i ** L'lnferno," Canto xxiu. 

II Cum sitis similes, paresque Tita, 
Uxor pessima, pessimus maritus, 
Miror non bene convenire vobis. 

Mabtial, lib. yiii;, xxxy. 
D Oim^ ilbel yisO) oime il soave sguardo, — (Sonetto, 228.) 

&c. 
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How Camoens,* rendered in soft Strangford's strain,] 
Revived, Young Eros, thine old tale again ; f 

And how the age-worn Satiristt of Home 
Denounced for aye the vices of mankind ; 

* Pues me distes tal herida, 

Con gana de darme muerte, 

&c. 
When I am done to death by thee, 

And cold thy lover lies, &c. — Straxgfobd. 

Tho noble translator observes that Camoens blends the two 
dialects (Spanish and Portuguese) together — walking — Com hum 
pe a Portiiguezay e outro a Castelhana, Over the grave of Ca- 
moens, Gongalo Continho placed the following inscription, which 
Lord Strangford very justly prefers to almost every production 
of a similar kind : — 

*'• Here lies Luis de Camoens : 
He excelled all the poets of his time : 
He lived poor and miserable : 
And he died so. 

MDLXXIX.'* 

As to poverty, Tasso was in a like predicament; for we are 
told in the Curiositits of Literature that he entreated his cat 
durine; the night to aid him with the lustre of her eyes : — ^non 
avendo candele per iscrivere i suoi versi. So also Ariosto. 

t " Festinat enim decurrere velox 

Flosculus angustoc, misera^que brevissima vitro 
Portio, dum bibimus, dum serta, ungenta, pnellas, 
Poscimus, obrepit non intellecta senectus." — Juvenal. 



} 
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How Shakespeare* sang ; how Byron'st fiery soul 
Flashed forth its flames Vesuvian ; — ^and how 
Scott,} — ^the Wizaixi " Ariosto of the North," 
Fought o'er for us the fatal Flodden Field ; 
Ah ! how Voltaire§ — ^the Sceptic of the World — 
Died in the heritors of the doubts he hurled ; 

♦ "To be or not to be?" 

&c. 

t And pile on human heads the mountain of my curse ! 

That curse shall be foroiteness. 

Childe Harold, Canto iv. cxxxir. 

Again : — 

" I have thought 

Too long and deeply till my brain became, 

In its own eddy, boiling and overwrought, 

A whirling gulph of phantasy and flame/ ' 

J « Woman, in our hours of ease, 

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please ; 

«««««« 

When care and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering angel thou." — Marmion*8 Death. 

§ Adieu, longue ivresse homicide, 
Des Amours et de leur festin. 
Quel que soit Tayengle qui guide 

Ce monde, vieillard enfantin I 
Adieu, grands mots remplis de vide, 

Hasard, Providence, ou Destin ! 
*' An Epigram on a Statue," in VoUaire*a Garden. 
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How gifted Schiller* pealed his magic " Bell ; " 
How " burning Sapphot loved and sung," and — died ; 
(" Leucadia's rock still overlooks the wave ; ") 
How soft CatullusJ fickle Lesbia wooed ; 
How well Tibullus§ loved his too frail fair,1 
How Horace|| Pyrrha of the golden hair ; ) 
How young AnacreonlF tuned his lute to Love ; 



* Lieblich in der Braute Locken 
Spielt der jungfraullche Kranz, 
Wenn die hellen Kirchenglocken 
Laden zu des Festes Glanz. 
Ach ! des Lebens schonste Feier 
Endet auch des Lebens-Mai ; 
Hit dem Ourtel, mit dem Schleier 
Beisst der schone Wabn entzwei. 
t The celebrated Ode Etc Epoi/tlvav : — 

^aivtraiy ftot Krjvoc laog Otouriv, &c. 
J Tu& nunc oper& mese puellse 
Flendo turgiduli rubent ocelli. 
§ Nunc licet e cobIo mittatur arnica Tibullo, 
Mittetur frustra deficietque Yenus. 

II Cui flavam religas comam 
Simplex munditiis ? 

U-GlXai XkyiLV 'ATpeidag' 
QkXw dk Kadfiov ifdeiV 
*A pdp^iTog dk xop^alc 
"Epairo fiovvov riX^X, 

D 2 
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How our gi*and Laureate, in his dawning days,* 
Flung back the scorn of Clai-a Vere de Vere ; 
And how Longfellow's " Tillage Blacksmith " plants 
His solid " Footprints on the Sands of Time." 

Last how in matchless numbers Milton sang, 
Though blind — ^like Homer — " ' day bi-ought back his 

night;'" 
" Of man's first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree," 'fore which Eve fell, 
And, falling, left Hell's horrors for mankind. 
Until God's mediatorial Son 
Died for the world and Satan slunk behind. 

These mine observings through revolving years. 

* A simple maiden in her flower 

Is worth a hundred coats of arms. 

« « 4» « « « 4» 

The lion on your old stone gates 
Is not more cold to you than I. 
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HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 

Tj/v d* avT€ TTpoffUive fuyag KOpvBaioXoQ "Ecrwp, 

'H Kal kfiol rdde navra fuKit, yvvai' dXKd, fidK* aiv&c, &c. 

The mighty Hectok, of the waving crest, 
Th' impassioned woman in his turn addressed : 
" Wife mine ! thy sorrow doth thy husband share, 
What things you urge are ever Hector's care : — 
But much and more a warrior-chieftain fears 
The Trojan's scorn, the Trojan woman's sneers ; 
Faith ! well might laugh each long-robed Ilian dame, 
If Hector lived to falsify his fame. 
I shun the combat ? Banished be the thought ! — 
I ever foremost in the battle fought. 
Fame's crown of glory ever mine to claim, 
Worthy mine own, worthy my father's name. 
Alas ! far too well known this truth to me. 
That sacred Ilium shall destruction see ; 
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That Priam's people, skilful with the spear, 

That Priam's self, shall be overmastered here. 

Ah me ! though I for levelled Troy lament. 

Although for Hecuba my heart be rent, 

Thoughfall Troy's king, though fall my brothers brave — 

Biting the dust — ^yet warriors to the grave I 

Far more intensely throbs each pulse for thee, 

My wife that was — in Greek captivity ; 

Conveyed to Argos, this thy bitter doom — 

To ply, with servile hands, the busy loom ; 

At Fount Messeis heavy ewers to fill, 

Or water fetch from Hypereia's rill ; 

Ah ! many a heart-pang shall thy bosom tear. 

When stem Necessity constrains thee there. 

Ah ! then, when trickles down thy cheek a tear. 

These scofling a<ccents shall arrest thine ear : 

* The wife of Hector, bravest of the train, 

Who fought for Troy on Ilium's famous plain.' 

I absent, fresh found tears thy cheek shall lave. 

For had I lived thou hads't not died a slave ; 
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May piled-up earth conceal my form of clay, 
Before thy cries I hear or see thee dragged away.** 

Next noble Hector op'd his arms to clasp* 

The son he loved within a father's grasp, 

But screamed the child — close hugged his nurse's 

breast. 
Scared at the helm of brass, and horsehair crest. 
'Fore him the phantom nodded grim the while, 
Tho' father, mother — as fond parents — smile : — 
But swift the sire the helmet's brace unbound. 
And placed the awful head-gear on the ground. 
Whence it far radiance flashed bright beams around ;| 
He kissed the boy, and in his arms would raise, • 
Invoking heaven to bless his future days : — 
" Jove, hear this prayer — accord, ye powers divine. 
That my son's glory shall grow great as mine ; — 
Grant he be strong, and good-at-need, the boy 
To reign the monarch of a mightier Troy : 
* These lines were not published in the previous Edition. 
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May waiTiors say when lie from war retires — 
* The son's achievements far surpass the sire's : * 
His foemen slain may he blood*s-trophies bear 
Home to his mother, who his joy will share." 

Then to his cherished wife he gave the child : 

She, on her balmy breast, the babe beguiled, 

Whilst through her tears the conscious mother smiled. 

But o'er the husband, thoughts of pity came. 

He clasped his wife, and called her by her name : — 

" "Wife mine, torment not Thou too much thy soul, 

Fate — and Fate only — can my fate control ; 

Heroes and cravens, — all of mortal birth — 

Must die the death — commingle earth with earth : — 

Go home, — go tend each busy household cai-e. 

Ply wheel and web, and rule thine handmaids there : — 

Let Troy-bom men with war their thoughts employ. 

Chiefly let me, Troy's Chief, provide for Troy." 



Tliese words great Hector to liis spouse addressed. 
Then donned the helmet with the horae-hair crest. 
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With lingering stei>s, oft looking back, and slow, 
Went home the wife in all a woman's woe : 
Her gath'ring handmaids greet their mistiness there, 
Weep with her tears — her sad forebodings share : — 
They number Hector, yet alive, with those 
Already slaughtered by overwhelming foes. 
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DIDO'S CURSE. 

^NEiD, Lib. IY., 362-387. 

" Talia diccntem jamdudum aversa tuctur, 
Hue illuc YolTcns oculos, totumque pererrat 
Luminibus tacitis/' &c. 

Dido him speaking, views awhile askance, 
Now hei*e, now there, her flashing eyeballs glance ; 
Silent she scans his form from heel to head, 
Then, utt'rance flnding, she impassioned said, — 
'* No Jove-si)ning founder gave thy race a name, 
Nor canst thon, Traitor, goddess-mother claim : — 
For thoe *mid Pai-thia's rocks in horror drest 
Th* Hyrcanian tigress moved a mother's breast ! 
Wlierefore dissimulate 1 New scorn await ? 
Was he aught softened by my abject fate 1 
Quivered his eyelid — did he weep one tear. 
Or pitying glance on Dido loving here 1 
How to proceed : the mighty Jimo Queen, 
And heav'n's high monarch, both unjust have been. 
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Faith is sctfe no where. Shipwrecked on my strand, 
In his sore need I stretched a helping hand ; — 
Madly with him my Empire's pride I shared, 
His comrades rescued, and his fleet repaired. 

Alas ! the Furies set my soul on fire, 
Now Phoebus seer, now Lycian lots inspire ; 
Now sent \>y Jove's ambassador from high. 
These mandates dread are echoed from the sky : 
Wondrous, forsooth, the toil th' immortals take. 
Vexing their idlesse for Eneas' sake ! 

I stay thee not — refute not what you say. 

Seek Italy 'mid winds and waves : — away 1 

If pious deities me aught avail, 

I wish thee foundered 'mid the furious gale. 

Dashed 'gainst yon rocks invoking all in vain, 

Dido by name, to rescue thee again. 

Albeit all absent, I '11 thy path pursue, 

And flash dread flame-flakes, 'fore thy living view :- 
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E'eu when cold death shall clay from soul divide, 
Still, still my shade shall hover by thy side ; 
Nemesian I, the fame of thy dread doom 
Shall pierce mine ear from depths beneath the tomb." 



46 



ARMAGEDDON. 

** "Wars and rumours of wars." 
« Coming events cast their shadow before.'* — Camfbell. 

Hark, habk, the crash of shivered spear, 

The roll of martial drum ; 
No second sight hath minstrel-seer 

Who sees not foemen come : — 
Branches of olive bloomed in vain 

Upon the Champs de Mars' domain.* 

Vast nations arming for the fight, — 

Legions told off for doom ; 
Lo ! Empires sinking from our sight 

Convulsed by war's Simoom. 
Heav'n quench the fiery clouds that rise 

To stain with blood the orient skies ! 

* On the occasion of the Exposition Universelle at Paris. 



d 
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Lo, Gaul and Prussia stand arrayed 
Well matched in lists of fate, 

With bugle, banner, and brigade, 
Before the Janus' gate ! 

Heav'n stay at least the reeking tide 
Of that Titanic homicide. 



T view the Cossack's nimble steed, 

The Austrian's gay costume, 
Our gallant guardsman " good-at-need," 

The Grecian's wavy plume ; — 
The " thin red line " with Sepoy-sons, 

'Mid renegades and Turks and Huns : — 

Unutterable horrors loom : — 

Conscripts from many a clime 
Marshalled to death in manhood's bloom. 

Aye, murdered in their prime ! 
Say, how shall Albion hence emerge 

From this o'erwhelming Maelstrom surge 1 
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What ! this bold bulwark of the world 
Be swamped among the waves ; 

What ! England's flag for aye be furled 
Above heroic graves ? 

Pause — who of mortals shall unroll 
The King of King's portentous scroll ? 
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DER BLINDE VATER. 

O, EiXE edle Himmelsgabe ist 
Das Licht des Auges — Alle Wesen leben 
Vom Lichte, jedes gliickliclie Geschopf — 
Die Pflanze selbst kehrt freudig sich zum Lichte. 
Und er muss sitzen, fiihlend, in der Nacht, 
Tm ewig Finstern — ^ilin erquickt nicht mehr 
Der Matten waraies Grtin, der Blumen Schmelz, 
Die rothen Fimen kann er nicht mehr schauen — 
Scerben ist nichts — doch leben und nicht sehen, 
Das ist ein TJngliick — ^Warum seht ihr mich 
So jammernd an ? Ich haV zwei frische Augen 
Und kann dem blinden Vater keines geben, 
Nicht einen Schimmer von dem Meer des Lichts, 
Das fflanzvoll, blendend, mir ins Auge drinsrt. 



r , 
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THE BLIND FATHER. 

[The tyrant Lakdenberg, being unable to ovei-take 
vand punish the son, seizes the father, has him thrown 
on the ground, and his eyes bored out with pointed 
steel (" lasst ihn zu Boden "werfen, den spitzen Stalil 
ilim in die Augen bohren ").] 

On being informed thereof, the son thiis apostro- 
phises : — 

Oh 'tis ti noble gift of Heav'n, 

The light that lights the eye ; 
All beings joy in light, 

Creation lives thereby ! 
E'en turns the plant tow'rds light's bright ray : — 
He sits, or gropes, but knows no day 

In darkness evermore : — 
No moi^ the verdant grass may view, 
No more scan Nature's blooming hue. 
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Nor glacier red * gaze o'er ! 
To die is nothing — ^live be blind, 
Is sorrow of the saddest kind. 

"Why look at me 

So piteously 1 
I have two eyes as bright as fire ; 
Bnt can give none to my blind sire ; 
No sparkle from the sea of light 
Can dazzle or illume his night ! 

(Schiller's William Tell, 1 Act, 4th Scene.) 



* The aspect of the glaciers at the time of the rising and 
setting sun. 
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A MORSEL OF THEOCRITUS. 

Taking up my copy of the Bound Table (March 27), 
I Unci an interesting Review of Mr. Stedman's Poems. 
Inter alia, the young American \wet has translated — 
and successfully translated — some passages from the 
" Doric Bucolics of Theocritus." Here is a sample of 
one of them : — 

*' if KaXdc dfijAe troi^v iXiXrj^ti ^Cjkoc doiddg, 
(og Iv rdv ideav rdc dpfioviag tfisTprjoiv, 
u) fioi t£j TTioybivoQ^ 6v dXiSridjg dvk^vaag. 
^deai oi) Kal ravra rd tw ^eiia Avnl/txra.*" 

Englished thus : 

Look you, the lad has been sly, composing us elegant ditties : 
See how well he has measured the form of his even rhythm ! 

O this beard of mine, which I seem to have grown to no purpose! 
But, to go on, now hear these words pf the sage Lytierses, 

I venture to submit, from this side of the water, the 
following paraphi'ase : — 

For us the sweet sti-ains of the cowherd ai*e flowing, 
And sweetly for us flows his metrical flow : 

A lig for my beard, and a fig for its growing : — 
But can I thy wit, Lytiers6s, forego 1 

E 2 
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JUNO " STOOPS TO CONQUER." 

Iliad XIV., 168-186. 

lAfifipoalrf fi€V TTp&Toy diro XP^^ ifiepoevro^ 
Avfiara iravra KaOrfpev^ dXei^aTO Se Xlir^ iKaitp, 
^A^ifipoaUp, kiav^^ ro pd oi reOv/Juofievov fjev 

ToV Kot KlWflivOCO iJt09 TTpOTL ')^\KofiaTe<: B&, 
^'EfLTTTJ^ €9 ydtdv T€ KOL OVpOVOV LKCT* dvTfllJ' 

T^ /S' ffye 'XpocL KoShv dXeLyfrafiivr), ISe 'XpLUTa^ 
Ile^afiivrj, %6p(rl 7r\jOKdfiov<; eifKe^e (fyaetvov^^ 
KaKoij^, dfL^poaiov^j ix xpdaro^ dOavdroto. 
'AfL^l S* ap' dfi^poaiov iavov S(ra6\ ov oi Adrjvr} 10 
'*E^va* da-zcqa-aaa, rlOei S' ivl BalSa7s£L TrdXXd' 
Xpvaeirj^ B' iverfja-i Kara a-TrjSo^ irepovaro. 
Zaxraro Bk ^(ovrfv eftarov Ovadvoi^ dpapviav' 
!Ev S' apa Spfiara fJKcv ivrp/frOKTi Xo^olai, 
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JUNO " STOOPS TO CONQUER." 



Then ent'ring in, she closed the glitt'ring doors, 
And with ambrosia laved her person fair ; 

. Next o'er her foim odorant oil she pours, 

And showers of scent, she moving, round were shed, — 
Scents that suffused through Zeus's brazen dome, 
Floated like incense down the heav'ns o'erspi-ead: 

Thus bathed her beauteous skin, she combed her hair. 
Wreathed round her brow th* ambrosial tresses bright, 
Her deathless head's own honours flowing fair ; 

And then a gift she donn'd, th' immortal vest, 
Pallas adorning had adorned for her — 
Adorning, too, with broid'ries all her best ; 

Cla8i)ed with gold brooch this 'neath her breast she 
placed 

Girdling her zone whence many a tassel drooped ; 
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TpiyXrjvaf fiopoevra' %ape9 S' aireKafiirero 'ttoXXtJ. 
Kprfiifiv(p 8* e^inrepOe KaXvy^aro Sla Oedtov^ 

Tloaai S' xnro Xiirapolaiv iBi^aaro KoXa iriSiXa, 
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Her' ears triformM gems like mulberries graced : 
Resplendent all the Qneen of heav'n then threw 
O'er all a veil that glistened like the siin ; — 

Last, o'er th' anointed feet she sandals drew. 
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EL BURRO FLAUTISTA.* 

£sTA fabiililla. 
Saiga bien 6 mal, 
Me ha ocunido ahora 
Por casualidad. 

Cerca de iinos prados 
Que hay en mi lugar 
Pasaba un borrico 
Por casualidad. 

Una flauta en ellos 
Hallo que un zagal 
Se dejo olvidada 
Por casualidad. 

* DON TOMAS DE IRIARTE. 

Nacio en el puerto de Santa Cruz de la villa de Orotava en la 
isla de Tenerife, a 18 de setiembre de 1750. Sus padres fueron 
don Bernardo de Iriarte y dona Barbara de las Nieves Hernandez 
de Oropesa. 

A los diez anos paso a la villa de Orotava d estudiar la lengua 
latina. 
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THE FLUTE-PLAYING ASS. 

The subjoined can scarcely qualify for a " Gem" of 
Literature, still the original and my rough rendering 
may be allowed, — 

** To point a moral, and adorn a tale.*' 

A LITTLE fable, 

Its worth weigh, 
Sudden struck me 

In chance way : 
Around those meadows 

I survey. 
Strayed a donkey 

In chance way ; 
There lay a flute 

Yesterday, 
Found by shepherd 

Left — chance way. 
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Acercose 6. olerla 
El diclio animal ; 

Y dio un resoplido 
For casualidad. 

£n la flauta el aire 
Se liubo de colar, 

Y sono la flauta 
For casualidad. 

; Oh ! dijo el borrico \ 
I Qu6 bien se tocar 1 
I Y dir^ que es mala 
La musica asnal 1 



Sin reglas del arte 
Borriqidtos hay 
Que una vez aciertan 
For casualidad. 
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The donkey seized it, 

(So they say ;) 
Heaving a sigh — 
. In chance way. 
(Tlie air in the flute 

'Gan to sound, 
Echoed the flute 

By chance round.) 
Ah ! quoth the donkey. 

Well I shine ! 
Who will gainsay 

Tones asinine? 




Devoid of art 

Small AsSES bray,— 
And hit the mark — 

In mere eJicmce way. 
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GRIEF AT THE DEATH OF "BIRDIE."* 

'' Lugete, O Veneres Cupidinesque, 
£t quantum est hominum venustiorum : 
Passer mortuus est mea; puella;, 
Passer, deliciee mea; pucUa;,** &c. — Catullus. 

Ye Loves, ye Cupids, weep amain, 
Go weep of Chivalry the train : 
My mistress' birclie died, — 
The birdie of my mistress' pride, — 
Bird loved with all her soul's surprise, — 
Loved better than her own bright eyes : 
Bird dear that was, that knew her well. 
As maid a mother's form can tell. 
That ranged not from her breast apart. 
But, fiutt'iing, piped upon her heart. 

♦ The synonym ** birdie " is happy ; I am indebted for the 
idea to a kind and complimentary critic on the staff of the lUus- 
trated Neics. I believe it, moreover, to be an ornithological fact 
that *' sparrows '* will not live in confinement ; when schoolboys 
catch and cage them, they invariably die. 
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Gone now adown that darksome way. 
Whence egress all, the gods gainsay, 
Acciirs'd be all the shades of Hell, 
Devouring Loves we love so well ! 
From me you Ve reft a birdie fair : 
111 fate ! Wee, — ^wretched biixlie there ! 
For thy fond sake my Lesbia's eyes 
A flood of weeping, crimson dyes I 
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L'INFERNO. 

Canto III. 

(ViKOIL CONDUCTS DANTB INTO HELfi.) 

*' Per me si va nella citta dolente : 
Per me si va nell* etemo dolore : 
Per me si va tra la perduta gentc/' 



ARGUMENT. 

Dante following Virgil arrives at the gate of Hell, where, after 
reading the fearful words thereon wTitten, they enter both with- 
in. Here Virgil is made to understand were punished the 
ignorant; pursuing their way they arrive at the stream of 
Acheron, whereon they find Charon, who ferries over the souls 
to the other bank. 

'' Through me you go to soiTow-peopled haunts ; 
Through me you go to sempiternal pain ; 
Through me you go 'mid nations wholly lost ; 

« 

Yet ray creation owns judicial date; 

Me as I am th' Almighty Power made, 

The height of wisdom and young birth of love : — 
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Before my time things non-created were, 
Save things eternal, and I live for ever : 
ILeabe eb'r^ j^ope bej^tnli ge entering j^ete." 

I marked these watch-words in an obscure hue, 
Inscribed above the lofty vestibule ; 
Said I, my guide, their sense strikes me as hai-sh : 
And he to me as Mentor well apprised. 
Who hither comes must say adieu distrust, 
And farewell Fear, as though vile fear were dead 
Here we have won the place of which I spake. 
Where thou shalt see the races all woe-wom 
That quite have lost the gift of intellect ; 
And then he gently placed his palm in mine 
With aspect bland, which seemed to comfort me ; 
So brought he me within these secret things. 

Hei*e sighs, loud weepings, and bewailings deep, 
Through skies resoimded, skies without a star, 
Nor could I hearing stay my flowing tears. 
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Hei'e various tongues, and utterances dread. 
Words |)ain-extorted, accents passionate, 
And voices loud and hoarse, and beating liands 
A liell-storm raised which swept that stained air 
All darkness, like sand-waves by tempest whirl'd. 
And I bemused, bewildered in my brain, 
Said Master, what is this, what, — ^what I hear, 
Wliat I'ace is this, and by what grief overpowered ? 
Quoth he to me, in such-like wretched strait, 
Di-Hg on the sad and sorrowing souls of those 
Who lived devoid of infamy and praise, — 
Commingled they amid the caitiff choir 
Of angels, neither yet quite renegades. 
Nor faithful to their God, — but all for self; 
Not worthy sons were these for heav'n to take ; 
Nor did the depths of hell receive them, 
Lest viler miscreants should vaunt o'er their fall 
Said I, my Master, why these bitter cries, 
8ay, why these lamentatioins loudly sad ? 
Replied he, you will I tell, and briefly. 
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These entertain no hope of future death, 
And their scorned life is so supremely base. 
That they are jealous of all other lots, 
The world is all disgusted with their fame, 
Whilst pity, justice, scorn them out of court ; 
Let us not reason of them, gaze, pass on : — 
And I, who looked, beheld a single banner 
Revolving round, and whirled at fearful rate. 
As though disdaining ev'ry chance of rest. 
And then trooped on the long and lengthy train 
Of peoples whom I scarce should ere have thought 
That Dea-TH himself could gather in his realms. 
And next I glanced upon the shade of one 
Outcast of Hope through cowardice supreme : 
Incontinently then I grew aware 
That here was grouped, indeed, an evil race, 
Despised of God and by his enemies. 

These wicked souls — ^no longer living lives — 
Were naked, and their horrid forms were stung 
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By gadflies, wasps, that had their dwelling there ; 
Besmeared each visage was with gouts of blood, 
Whilst mingled tears flowed down unto their feet, 
And loathsome worms regaled upon their clay. 
Again, casting my gaze far — ^far away — 
A tribe pressed on the banks of a vast stream. 
Said I, tell me my guide, grant this my pray'r, 
That I may know who these, and wherefore, why 
They ai-e so anxious to cross o'er the tide ? 
Said he to me, these things shall be revealed, 
When that our footsteps should at last approach 
Unto the mournful stream of Acheron. 



Then with shamed eyes, and glance all downwaixls- 

bent. 
Fearing that what I said was burdensome, 
Till there arrived refiuined I quite from speech. 
Here came tow'rds us, borne in his boat along, 
A hoary man in ancient skin clothes clad ; 
" A vaunt ! ciied he, ye despicable souls, 
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Hope not, for ay,e, to view the vault of heav'n : — 

I come to bear ye to the other shore, 

To sempiternal darkness, heat, and ice. 

You coming hither yet live soul in life, 

Begone ! away ! These you behold are dead." 

But when he saw I would not thence depart, 

Quoth he, by other means, by other poii; 

Behoves it. Pilgrim thou, to passage take ; 

Far lighter boat than this must freight you o'er ! 

(Virgil) to him, " Charon, vex not thyself 1 

What must be must be ; question do thou no more ;" — 

So silence kept the wooUy-beaixied mouth 

Of this fell oarsman of the livid marsh 

E-ound whose deep eyeballs roU'd wheeled flakes of flame ! 

These spirits disembodied, wan, and nude, 

Changed colour, and their teeth through fear they 

gnashed 
On heai-ing fall these accents rough and rude. 
Blasphemed they God, and their own parents too, 

P 2 
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The human race, the place, the time, the seed 
Of their seed, and they cursed their birth itself. 

They grouped themselves, withdrawing all at once. 
And wildly weeping on th' accursed bank 
Awaiting ev'ry man not fearing God, 
Charon, the fiend, with eyes like embers red, 
These beckoning onwards, ferries o'er the stream, 
Smiting with oar-blade each who lags behind. 

As the autumn-tide sweeps the foliage. 
Leaf leaving leaf until each branch bereaved 
Unto the earth surrender the earth's spoil. 
E'en in like way the evil seed of Adam 
Is wafted soul after soul to this shore. 
Lured on as bird beguiled by its decoy ; 
So these are borne athwart the purple wave ; 
And ere each land upon th' opposing bank. 
Collected still a sen'ied group collects. 



* # ♦ * 
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HECTOR'S OBSEQUIES. 

'rijfioQ dp* dfi^l TTvprjv' kXvtov "EKTOpog tpiiTO XaoQ* 

Ac. 

When the far east rose-fingered Mom illum'd 
They sought the pyre that Hector's corse consumed, 
Grouped all around the glowing blaze beside, 
They quenched flame's fuiy with wine's ruddy tide. 
Thence brothers — comrades — calcined trophies bear 
(Whilst down each cheek flows fast the burning tear); — 
These gathered up in golden urn they place, 
Where purple vestments soften all the space. 
Those dear remains to earth the Trojans gave, 
And piled vast heaps of stone to mark the grave ; — 
And piled in haste, what time scouts watch around, 
Lest well-armed Grecians warrior-bugle sound : 
Reared up the tomb, they left, returning all 
To hold high feast in Jove-reared Priam's Hall. 



Thus to his doom horse-taming Hector went : 
Those who survived him — ^thus their homage lent. 
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ACROSS THE ATLANTIC !* 

** They that go down to the sea in ships : and occupy their 
business in great waters ; 

" These men see the works of the Lord : and his wonders in 
the deep. 

" For at His word the stormy wind ariseth : which lifteth up 
the waves thereof. 

" They are carried up to the heaven, and down again to the 
deep : their soul melteth away because of the trouble. 

" They reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man : and 
arc at their wits* end."— The Psalms cvii., v. 23-27. 

" Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty *s form 
Glasses itself in tempests.*' — Byrox. 

I 'vE PILGRIMED on shore, and I Ve pilgiimed o'er sea, 
And the rage of the Ocean yields rapture to me : 

* This little poem is founded on entire fact ; it is a brief nar- 
rative of a winter passage encountered in the author's very early 
youth crossing the broad Atlantic from New York to Liverpool 
some thirty-four years ago, and, consequently, before the adap- 
tation of steam-power to the ocean packets. AVe made the course 
with a close-reefed foresail only, running, I need scarcely observe, 
for a great portion of that perilous voyage, before the gale, and 
we disembarked after nineteen certainly very anxious days. 
Although so considerable a period has elapsed, the scene I have 
attempted to word-paint is as visibly present before my eyes as 
though I had seen it yesterday. 
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Ah ! grand is the sight of the foam-crested wave 
Appalling the cowai^— delighting the brave ! 
Lo ! pall-clouds veil over the brow of the skies, 
Whilst billows in anger — live mountains — uprise ; 
They reel and they stagger, they fight and they foam 
On their terrible battle-field distant from home : — 
Ah ! now thiey dash on with a death-dealing swoop, 
Overtake the taut vessel and break o'er her poop ; — 
Four souls are submerged in the womb of the wave, 
Gone home in their prime to the mariner*s^|ave ! 

Now the spray of the roUera forked Lightn^gs 

illume : — 
Hark ! the voice of old Ocean, — the Thunders that 

boom: — 
Our barque like a war-steed unflinchingly goes. 
Dividing the waters and charging her foes ! 

Lo ! the Petrels of Storm — how they airily dip 
O'er the crests of the billows that cradle the ship ; 
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Yet grandly we glide like a falcon so fleet 

Though white be the foam of our wide winding-sheet ; 

Yet still we hold on though gaspeth our breath. 

As we traverse the vale of the " Shadow of Death," — 

For man, a mere insect, reserved for the sod 

Bows down in his awe to the aspect of God. 
******* 



All praisM be heav'n — those perils were past, 
Though roughly Death rode on the wings of the blast. 
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IN EXTREMIS. 

I AM INDEBTED to the AtliencBum^ No. 2,126, for 
the subjoined clever lines : — the moral is " excellently 
just'' :— 

" The man in extremis furnishes copy. I find in the 
Figaro, ' He confessed at the last moment : it was his 
final irony.* The religious papers are besought not to 
be proud of these death-bed conversions. It is said, 
in an ancient canticle : — 

" C*est faire un sacrifice 
Qui nous a peu coute 
Que de quitter le Tice 
Quand il nous a quitte : " — 

Ccrte$» not Dear tj^at IfttU j^acrificc, 
2®|)cn Vitt 5a^ quiltet — ^to be q[«tt ct* bi«. 
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FRANCESCA'S FALL. 

L'Inferno, Canto V. 

Ma dimmi : al tempo de* dolci sospiri, 
A che, e come concedette amore 
Che conosceste i dubbiosi desiri 1 

Ed ella a me : Nessim maggior dolore, 
CTie licordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseriaj e cio sa '1 tuo dottore. 

Ma s' a eonoscer la prima radice 

Del nostro amor tu hai cotanto affetto, 
Faro come colui, che piange, e dice. 

Noi leggevamo un giomo per diletto, 
Di Lancillotto, come amor lo strinse : 
Soli eravamo e senza alcun sospetto. 

Per piii fiate gli occhi ci sospinse 
Quella lettura, e scoloro'cci '1 viso : 
Ma solo un piinto fu quel che ci vinse. 
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FRANCESCA'S FALL. 

L'Inferno, Canto V. 

But tell me in that period of sweet siglis 

How Love conceding let you know your love, ' 
And to your dubious longings ope'd your eyes 'i 

Said she to me there is no greater woe 
Than to be mindful of a happy time 
Woe-vexed : — this truth doth thy preceptress know ; — 

But if soul-cravings urge thee to enquire 
The prime-occasion of our rooted love, 
I '11 weep, but weeping, speak as you desire ; 

Beguiled, enraptured, we did read one day 
Of Launcilot by Eros captive caught : 
We, unsuspected, were alone — astray ; 

We glanced surprises, but on still we read, 

Now paJe was either cheek, now flushed again ; 
But *twas one passage that to passion led 
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Quaiido leggemmo il disYato riso 

Esser baciato da cotanto amante, 

Qiiesti che mai da me non lia diviso, 
La bocca mi bacio tutto tremante : 

Galeotto* fu il libro, e chi lo scrisse : . 

* 
Quel giomo pid non vi leggemipo avante. 

* ** Galeotto, secondo alcuni Interpret! fu il nome del mezzano 
degli amori tra Lancillotto e Ginevra. II Boccaccio, il Landino, 
ed altri ci assicurano essere stato anche Tautore di quel libro 
La Tavola llotonda; e al tempo di Dante, dice Benvenuto da 
Imola, il nome di Galeotto era passato in proverbio per dinotare 
im sensale (Vimpuritd : e percio Dante far dir a Francesca che il 
libro che leggcvano e anche chi lo scrisse, fa il mezzano e Tinter- 
prete dei'suoi amori col cognato, ed il loro seduttore." — Romualdo 
ZoTTi, Scconda Edizione, 1819. 
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For when we read of that fond smile together, 
When fair Genevba felt her lover's lips, 
He from whom I shall be divided never 

All tremblingly my lips did also kiss : — 

Dang'rous the book, and dangVous, too, the writer : — "' 
That day our reading ceased : — ^the point was this. 

* The annexed forcible note, bearing on a somewhat obscure 
passage, is the best explanation that I hare met with. 
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A DEVONSHIRE CHURCHYARD. 



" Mors sola fatetur 
Quantula sint hominum corpuscula/' — Juyenax. 



I STROLLED withiii yon iron gate, 

To meditate on man, 
His faults, his foibles, and his fate. 

When spanned Life's little span. 
Lustrous the mellow moon on high 

Illumed the azure sphere, 
Wliilst babes are bom and mortals die 

Like those they buried here ! 

Snow wrapped the trees, snow swathed my feet — 

Snow fell all yesterday ; 
Aye, Nature's damask winding-sheet 

Hung round Death's humid clay. 
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A stream flowed through the solemn space, 

A stream that never froze : — 
Fit emblem of Life's living race, 

For on — it ever flows. 



Methought me how the anxious heii 

Of Dives* broad domains 
Grieved as he followed in despair 

Those much-bewailed remains. 
Methought how Dives' widow, lone 

Bedizened in rich weeds. 
Wept reading those false lies on stone 

Condoning all misdeeds. 

Methought me of the blooming fair, 

Who died ere yet a bride ; 
Methought of Hugo's deep despair 

What time Lucilla died : — 
But, ah ! I recollected, too, 

How moons waxed waned, grew old, 
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Ah ! Ada's living form was new, 
Nor Hugo's heart grown cold. 

There was a glamour in her glance, 

A lustre lit her gaze. 
That pierced him like a pointed lance 

That instant Death conveys ! 
Tlie poet smiled : — albeit Life's storm 

Did o'er his futm^e rave. 
He looked on Ada's living form, — 

Forgot Lucilla's grave. 

A Gen'ral here in cold repose 

Is gathered to his rest ; 
Succumbed he to the King of Foes — 

Succumbed Life's sated guest. 
An Admiral Fate's bourne may claim ; 

He warred in Nelson's war ; 
Yet lives he in bright scrolls of fame 

That blazon Trafalgar. 
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Near him an infant's form is laid, 

The same, but newer clay ; 
Small toil it tasked the sexton's spade 

To dig such dust away ! 
The babe breathed on its mother's breast, 

It smiled upon God's skies, 
And passed though earth a flying guest,— 

So entered Paradise, 



A Bather in the lusty prime 

Of man's meridian-pride, 
Gasped his adieu to Eaiih and Time, 

And perished in our Tide. 
They snatched a something from the wave. 

And hurried to the shore ; 
What aid they had to give, they gave,— 

They here that nothing bore. 

Old Age live Lethe of the past, — 
Old Child effete and lean. 
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()'eqx)wered by winters of Life's blast, — 
Mere wreck of what hath been, 

At four-score years surrendering breath 
Became a Grave-yard clod — 

Here crossed Life's Rubicon hight Death 
Dividing Man from God. 



Here Beauty borne unto the grave, 

What time soft Zephyi-s blow, 
And myrtles and acacia's wave, 

And winter's roses show. 
Devonia's air is softly sweet 

To cheeks of changing hue,— 
But all her softness cannot cheat 

Dread Azrael of his due. 



Too bright a blush steals o'er the cheek, 
Death's-lustre lights the gaze — 

Aye, day by day Death's hectic streak 
More beauteous hue displays : — 
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Yet have tbey sung and soothly they 
The stiiTing bards of old :-- 

" Happy the young who pass away *'— 
To God's eternal fold. 



Q 2 
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THE STARVATION SCENE. 

[In this Canto the poet narrates the crael death of Count 
Ugolino and his little sons.] 

L'Interno, Cakto XXXIII. 

** Quando fui desto innanzi la dimane, 

Pianger senti' fra '1 sonno i miei figliuoU, 
Ch*eran con meco, e dimandar del pane." 



When I awoke yet ere the birth of day, 

I heard my little sons — companions mine — 
Cry, craving bread, albeit asleep were they ! 

If no grief thine, most cruel thou of men 
When told what my soul whispered to itself, 

And if you weep not, canst thou weep 1 Say when. 
My sons awoke ; and fast drew nigh the time 

When we were wont to be supplied with food ; 
But round their souls presentiments did climb : 

Beneath I ingress gaolers barring heard 
The horrid tow*r within, then looked I straight 

O'er my sons' lineaments : I spake no word, 
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Nor wept I now, — grew petrified mine heart : 

My sons shed tears, and little- Anselm said, 
How, Father, what 1 To view thou fearful art ! 

Still I wept not, and no response made I 
During that day, or the ensuing night, 

Until another sun shone o'er the sky ; 
And when a feeble ray of light pierced through 

Our dungeon dread, I clear in aspects four 
Beheld the horrors of mine own cheek's hue. 

Then both my hands did I in anguish bite : — 
My boys — deeming I bit them through the rage 

For food — ^reared sudden 'fore my sight — 
Exclaiming, Father, we less grief should know 

If you ate us : — ^you clad our wretched forms, — 
Retake — feed on us monuments of woe ! 

I brooded lone, that they less sad should be : — 
We all were mute that day, and mute the next, 

Too cruel Earth that tombed not them and me ! 
And now there dawned upon us the fourth day, 

When Gaddo cast him prone before my feet, — 
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Father, saitli he, can'st tluju no aid convey 1 — 

And so he died, and plain as me you see, 
I saw three others die — aye, one by one, — 

Between the fifth and sixth day— die 'fore me. 
Next I grown blind began to grope around. 

Calling my sons by name though dead they were 
Then, — ^hunger lustier e'en than grief I found : — 

He spoke ; — ^furious his glaring eye-flash shone, 
And with his teeth yon wretched skull he tore. 

As would fierce dog when rav'ning o'er a bone I 



^ 
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TIBULLUS TO HIS " MISTRESS' EYEBROW." 

** Nulla tuum nobis subducet focmina lectuxn ; 
Hoc primum juncta est faedere nostra Yenus. 
Tu mihi sola places, nee jam te praeter in urbe 
Formosa est oculis ulla puella meis.'* 

Carmen XIII. 

No FAIR shall me from thy fond arms allm^e, 
Oiir primal vow to Venus stands secure. 
My heart's own Idol ! Rome's wide world for me 
Cont9.ins no maid that 's beautiful but thee. 
Would that to me alone you beamed a gem : — 
Displease all others, — so I safe from them ! 
No need of envy : — Whence vile vulgar pride : 
A wise man's passion should at home, reside. 
Oh, / could dwell in the secluded grove, 
Tho' human footstep o'er no path should rove, 
Balm of my cares, Thou, light of my dark night, 
A crowd to me thy solitary sight ! 
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£'en though from high a mistress heav'n should send, 

With thee my love began, with thee would end. 

This by thy sacred Juno's name I swear, 

Juno past others, my protectress there !' 

What do I madly dare, why plight such vows 

And foolish swear what foolish fear allows,. 

New strength for thee, — ^go wrap in flames my breast. 

Taunt me for words by babbling tongue exprest. 

Thy slave am I, thine I '11 remain for aye. 

Ne'er will I fly mine ancient mistress' sway ; 

No, chained 1 11 sit 'fore Venus' hallowed shrine ; — 

She scorns vile traitors, but hears vows like mine. 
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THE IDEALS.' 

" So willBt du treulos von mir scheiden 
Mit deinen holden Phantasien." 

(After SchiUer.) 

So WILT THOU, faithless, from me vanish, 

With thy phantasies so fair 1 
Wilt thou, ruthless, mine hopes banish — 

Drown mine heart in deep despair 1 
Can nothing, fleeting one, detain thee, 

Phantom of Youth's golden pride 1 
Must Life's whirling waves constrain me 

Down Time's all-destroying tide 1 

Ah ! Banished all those lustrous sunbeams, 

That illumed my path of yore ; 
Ah 1 Vanished those ideal day-dreams,— 

And mine heart is drunk no more. 

* This, of course, does not affect to be an exact translation. 
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Vanished all, though faith consoled me. 
In those visions Dbeamlakd seen ; 

Alas ! Experience might have told me, 
They were Ghosts — of what had been ! 
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DANTE EMERGES FROM HELL 

L'Inferno, Canto XXXIV. 

" Luogo e laggid du Belzebil limoto 

Tanto, quanto la tomba si distende/' &c. 

There is a place from Beelzebub removed 
Far as extend the portals of the grave, — 
A spot unseen, but noted by the sound 
Of little brooklet that its passage makes 
Tliix)ugh rocky channel it hath hollowed there, 
Leaving a mountain-ladder's winding slope.* 
The Chief and I by this obscui-e incline 
Entered Home-Pilgrims this fair lustrous world, 
And all regardless of the least repose. 
We clomb,t he first, and after him came I, 
And so I caught the beauteous Firmament 
By aid of circled crevice in the cave, — 
And, thence emerging, we reviewed { the stars. 

* Like the round of a winding staircase. 

t Clomb, — climbed. After Milton. 

X Reviewed, — again saw. — Suakespeakb. 
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DEL PURGATORIO. 

Canto XXX., 120-138. 

Alcun tempo '1 sostenni col mio volto : 
Mostrando gli occhi giovinetti a lui, 
Meco- '1 menava in dritta parte volto. 

Si tosto, come in su la soglia fui 
Di mia seconda etade, e mutai vita, 
Questi si tolse a me, e diessi altrui. 

Quando di came a spirto era salita, 
E bellezza e virtii cresciuta m'era, 
Fu* io a lui men cara e men gradita : 

E volse i passi suoi per via non vera, 
Immagini di ben seguendo false, 
Che nulla promission rendono intera. 

N6 V impetrare spirazion mi valse. 

Con le quali, ed in sogno ed altrimenti, 
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A PAINFUL EPISODE IN DANTE'S LIFE. 

(Beatrice is speaking.) 
PuKGAT XXX., 120-138. 

" Awhile, my gaze availed, to him sustain. 
And my young eyes he fondly would explore, 

For him, I leading, rightful paths were plain ; 
But when immortal change my state came o'er. 

Ere scarce 'twere mine Life's second porch to gain,* 
Then fickle fancies him to others bore 

Tho' virtue, beauty, me encompassed more. 
Yet, less his love, less him coidd I restrain, 

For he ranged widely from the truthful way 
Wherefirom enticing Syrens him allured 
With blessings promised, — blessings ne'er secured: — 

* Dante would appear to have divided the epochs of human 
life into four parts : he considered that the period of youth 
terminated at 25» 
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Lo rivocai ; si poco a lui ne calse. 
Tanto gid caclde, die tutti argomenti 
Alia salute sua eran gi^ corti, 
Fuor che mostargli le perdute gentL 
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Advantage none could my bram-wamings bear 
Albeit in dreams and other guise came they. 

I called on him, but idly called on air, 
So far fell he, all arguments were yain, 
Until to him was shown these punished souls' 
domain." 
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PERORATIO. 

Jamque opus exegi : quod nee Jovis ira, nee ignes, 
Nee poterit femim, nee edax abolere vetustas. 
Cihn volet ilia dies, quse nil nisi eorporis hujus 
Jus habet, ineerti spatium mihi finiat sevi : 
Parte tamen meliore mei super alta perennis 
Astra ferar : nomenque erit indelebile nostrum. 
Qu^que patet domitis Romana potentia terns. 
Ore legar popidi : perque omnia sseeula fam& 
(Si quid habekt vebi vatum pb^sagia) vivam. 

Ovid. 
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OVID'S PROPHECY. 

And now my work is done : proof 'gainst Jove's ire, 

Aye proof 'gainst steel, and wasting age and fire ; » 

When conies that day — ^that all uncertain hour — 

That hath o'er mortal clay alone a power, 

'Bove the high stars my better part shall soar ; — 

Our name indelible for evermore : — 

Far by wide peoples — Rome's proud captives led — 

This verse of mine shall through the world be read, — 

And (if aught sooth a poet's presage claim) 

Adown all time shall live my deathless fame ! * — 

* The IDEA of posthumous fame has ever been the dream of 
poets ; e.g.f the well-known ode of Horace : — 

" Exegi monumentum acre perennius," &c. 

Also YiBGiL, at the close of the 4th Gcorgiac, and in modem times 
Byron; see the opening stanzas of the 4th Canto of Child e 
Harold's Pilgrimage. These latter lines strike me as taking no 
unworthy place beside the superb -vaunt of Horace, and the 
" all save immortal *' peroration of Ovid :— 

H 
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" I twine 
My liopes of being remembered in my line 
AVith my land's language : if too fond and far 

These aspirations in their scope incline, 
If my fame should be as my fortunes are, 
Of hasty growth and blight, and dull oblivion bar 

*' My name from out the temple where the dead 
Are honoured by the nations — ^let it be — 

And light the laurels on a loftier head ! 
And be the Spartan's epitaph on me, 
Sparta hath many a worthier son than he." 

** CiiiLDE Harold," Canto ir., 9 and 10 stanza. 



THE END. 
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